THE   FIRST   BOMB
,s he drives through the streets; but he says nothing. ls the visit is to be "purely military" precautionary easures .have been left to the troops; the civil police rce,   150 men strong, has only its  normal duty of reserving  public order.  'How few soldiers there are bout,'   thinks   the  Chief of Police;  and again  says otjiing. What is the Minister in Vienna thinking about, D take no precautions ? But the Governor, too, has given o special orders. He could not, he said, very well line he streets with troops; for the Archduke is coming with is wife, and that would make it an entry in state of the 'uture Emperor.
Four cars pass swiftly through the suburbs. From far come shouts of Zfw'o; joyous shouts, not fierce, bw they are turning on to the Quay; in the first car e Government Commissary and the Burgomaster, in e second the Archduke and his wife; facing them 'otiorek, Governor of Bosnia and Herzegovina, and eside the chauffeur a certain Count Harrach, of the otor corps, to whom the car belongs. In the third and iurth cars are the suite. Then the crowd grows denser, ic shouts become louder; on the farthest frontier of is Empire, in the disputed storm-centre, the Archduke eels himself welcomed; and at his side he sees his wife sees her acknowledge the cheers like an Empress, 'he moment intoxicates him a little; for her sake, and jbecause he has achieved fulfilment of the desire of years. pThey draw near the City Hall.
« Suddenly, at half-past ten, a crack like a rifle-shot is fUieard on the right of the car, a small object falls on the Qiood behind the couple and rebounds; only when the ;|iext car has passed does the bomb explode, with a roar like a cannon.
' All the cars stop. Two officers of the suite are wounded. 'The Archduke sends help. The Colonel, whose injuries ^are grave, is taken to the hospital. Meanwhile the thrower of the bomb has run away over the Miljacka Bridge. ;He is pursued, caught on the far bank. He is an Austrian
23t,ian Countess. A tragic moment for a man whom piety, loneliness, and perhaps sentiment too, impelled
